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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor, 


Wednesday.—Went and helped award the prizes for ‘“‘ dead meat ” 
at the Agricultural Hall (Cattle Show). Went with a party ona 
motor-cab and helped open the new Auto-Mobile Club of Great 
Britain. Got down in time to hear Lord Charles Beresford 
describe himself as a “‘ scallywag,” and modestly assert such to be 
the best material for sailor-making. The navy is welcome to the 
genus as far as I am concerned. 


RAW MATERIAL. 


To serve the British flag 
Upon the bounding sea, 

Lord B. declares “ a scallywag”’ 
The proper sort to be ; 

Material so choice 
In plenty can be got— 

Let’s ship them off and loudly voice 
“Good riddance to the lot!” 


Went down and helped to unveil the Queen’s D I don’t mean 
what you mean) Jubilee Statue at Brighton. Bought a wreath of 
redroses and dined with the Omar Khayyam lot, after which back to 
Brighton for the grand d—— Jubileee military tattoo in honour of 
the afternoon’s ceremony. 


Thursday.—Saw the Vindictive safely floated at Chatham. 
Made myself generally useful at the Windsor investiture of d-—— 
jubilee knights. 


Friday.—Took a rough-and-ready trial trip in the L.& N. W. 
Railway’s new ship the Cambria, and dined in the evening with 
the Vagabonds at their Christmas dinner. Rather ‘‘ previous” for 
a Christmas dinner, but the flavour didn’t suffer—and that’s not 
the point, anyway. 





THE WONDER. 


’Tis not that Vagabonds should take 
Their Christmas dinner all too soon 
(With turkey, pudding, pies, and cake) 
That so astonishes this coon. 
They, naturally, wouldn’t miss 
The sounding gong’s seductive call— 
The most surprising thing is this, 
That vagabonds should dine at all. 


Saturday.—Had a half-holiday—went to alot of footbaM matches, 


Monday. —Heard Sir Campbell-Bannerman on politics at Liver- 
pool, and Sir Matthew White Ridley on the same subject at the 
United Club “At Home.” Hurried off from speeches to Sidney 


— — — $e aE 


N.S.W., to see the first test match between ‘ Stoddart’s’’ eleven 
and the Australians properly opened. It was opened ‘‘proper’’ by 
the Mother Country lot. 


Tuesday.—Heard Mr. Courtney discourse on coals. Warmed me 
up nicely. The weather this week has been awful! 


A CERTAINTY. 


With hail, and mud, and winds that blow, 
Reverberating thunder, 
And rain, and sun, and sleet, and snow, 
The season’s food for wonder ; 
It may be Autumn, Winter, Spring, 
And Summer all together, 
Or either, but—a d sure thing— 
It’s most infernal weather! 
THE SPorrer. 
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Don’r forget to send for a bottle of Fleming's scent. It is one of 
the best presents that can be given toa lady. Any variety can be 
had by sending a 2s. postal order to 101, Leadenhall Street, E.C. 

















A Literal Construction. 


Mother (to little fat son).—‘‘ That was very greedy of you, Tommy, 
to eat your sister’s share of the Christmas cake.”’ 

Tommy.— You know you told me that I was always to take her 
part.” 


Liable to Fall. 


Mr. Booser.—* How shall we keep up Christmas this year, 
dear?” 

Mrs. Booser.—‘*I don’t care how you keep it up, so long as you 
keep yourself up.” 


ee 





Magistrate (to Old Offender ).—‘ What! you here again?” 
Old Offender (grinningly).—‘ Yes, yer worship, I’ve come on 
puppose to wish yer a Merry Christmas!” 











Sambo’s Opinion. 
Master.—“ Well, Sambo, how do you like Christmas?” 
Sambo.—‘‘I tink it is a berry nice time ob de year, masser.” 




















Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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CHRISTMAS DAY.—THE IDEAL. 


Christmas Day. 


CHRISTMAS generally is cold, 
His ways are stale and lame, 
His voice a squeak, his hand quite cold, 
His style is not the same ; 
Yet let’s stand up 
And drink a cup 
Of wine to show we’re game. 


He mostly brings us sorrows, 
Let children shout his praise, 
Who live but for the morrows, 
And forget yesterdays ; 
Let youngsters crown 
His frosty down 
With holly and with bays. 


Our laughter let’s prolong 
Till rings the topmost rafter ; 
And sing our Christmas song 
Till we are hoarse, and after 
That our tears 
Will cease like fears 
That loom and melt the faster. 


So! drink the goblet dry, 
And let’s be blithesome very, 
And stifle down the sigh 
With Bodega’s prime sherry. 
We wish each friend 
Will Christmas spend 
Gay, careless, bright, and merry. 





Some Christmas ‘“ Don'ts.” 


Don’t kiss your mother-in-law under 
the misletoe. 


Don’t ‘‘ punch”’ yourself too much in 
the head and afterwards w(h)ine. 


Don’t try to “carve your way to 
glory”’ through a tough goose. 


Don’t forget that if you help yourself 
to too much plum-pudding the doctor 
will afterwards have to help you. 


’ 


Don’t go ‘nutty’ 
des(s)erts. 

Don’t throw your best boots at the 
Waits—old ’uns will do. 


Christmas in Our Alley. 

Inttle Girl.—‘‘ Please, Mrs. Scrog- 
gins, muvver wants ter know if yer kin 
lend ’er yourn big pot ter bile ’er pud- 
den in? An’ kin yer lend ’er some flour, 
an’ a piece of sooit, an’ a few raisings ? 
An’ will yer give ’er the loan of yourn 
fire ter bile it on ?” 

Mrs. Scroggins.—‘‘ Well, I’m blowed! 
Harsk yer bloomin’ mother ’oo she thinks 
she’s a-gittin’ at!” 


when you get your 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


WE went up to the Grand Theatre, Islington, to revel in blood, 
and we were disappointed. The title of Charlotte Corday is, surely, 
a reasonable excuse for an eager expectancy in the matter of gore. 
But, alas, the talk outweighed the sanguinary element. and for three 
long acts we sighed in vain for executions and assassinations. In 
one act there was certainly a glimpse of these higher things, but it 
was only momentary. 

In the first act we are introduced to Charlotte, an innocent 
country maiden, who has a bitter hatred of the gentlemen in Paris 
who were passing the time in cutting people’s heads off. She, 
already inflamed against that professor of the guillotine, Marat, one 
of the chiefs of the Republican Convention which executed kings 
and aristocrats on the shortest notice, is excessively annoyed with 
that gentleman when he comes down to their house and arrests her 
father and her sweetheart. 

Then Charlotte goes to Paris, seeks out Marat, and while he is 

ate n } th shows him that two can play at the blood-letting 











game by inserting the point of her dagger in his epidermis and 
driving it into his heart. Marat falls with only the minimum of 
agony. Historical accuracy made it necessary that Marat should be 
finished off in his bath. To all appearances Marat very seldom 
bathed, and it was a pity to cut him off in the pursuit of one of the 
few meritorious actions of his somewhat perturbed existence. 

The next act is devoted to the preparations for the execution of 
Charlotte, but, alas! preparations merely. Once again we were 
chagrined to discover that the cup was to be dashed from our lips 
just as we were smacking them in anticipation of a good long 
draught of rich, red, ruby fluid. With a callousness that was 
positively brutal, Charlotte is taken away to be killed, taken away 
from the reach of the sympathy of her friends in front. It was very 
bitter. 

Mr. Kyrle Bellew acted excellently well as Marat, though the 
ladies who travelled all the way from Mayfair to Islington in order 
to feast their eyes on the famous manly beauty of the “ Beautiful 
Bellew ’’ had a distinct grievance, for a more horrible-looking object 
than Marat, as most artistically shown by the actor, could not 
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He Was Best Off. 
Small Boy.— Please, doctor, willyou | 
come round to father’s at once ?” | 
Doctor.— Who is ill?” 
Small Boy.—* All of ’em! (mourn. | 
fully). I’m the only one that ain’t ill, | 
‘cause I was naughty an’ they wouldn’t | 
give me any Christmas dinner!” | 








A New Instrument. 


Farmer Sloe.—* You young chaps | 
sang they carols wonnerful well. I wish | 
we could have a choir in our parish. | 
How long did it take you to get your lot | 
to rights ?”’ | 

Organist.—‘‘ Not very long. There 
were two or three singers when I came, | 
and it’s always easier to get on when one | 
has a nucleus to start with.” 

F. S.—‘‘ We ain’t got one of them 
things; our chap has a harmonium. 
P’raps we might send round the hat, 
though. How much do they cost ?” | 











Not Exactly. 


Doctor.—‘‘ Er — does your husband 
drink, Mrs. Cassidy? ”’ 

Mrs. Cassidy.—‘‘ Well,docthor, Oican’t 
exactly say he drinks; but at Christmas 
toime he loikes a dhrop before males, 
an’ after males, an’ betwixt males, an’ 
jist before he goes to bed!” 








Rapid Circulation. 

“T’m in the press,” laughed the 
literary young man, as his beloved one’s 
arms encircled him. 

Then I’ll circulate you!’ roared her 
father, suddenly appearing on the scene 
with a No. 12 boot. 








Evasive. 
Waiter.—‘‘ It’s usual to remember the 
waiter, sir.”’ 
Customer.—'‘ My good fellow, I have 
























































no memory; I’m taking lessons in 
mnemonics now !”’ 





CHRISTMAS DAY.—THE REAL. 

















easily be imagined. He played the whining but ferocious villain 
with great effect. Mrs. Potter as Charlotte looked as lovely and as 
striking as ever. Mr. Henry Lee, Miss Ailsa Craig, Mr. Everill, Mr. 
Bawtree, and others played satisfactorily. All that was wanted was 
more creeps. 


Mr. George Alexander’s next production at the St. James’s will 
be Mr. Paul Potter’s play, The Conquerors, a story of the Franco- 
Prussian war. This, Mr. Alexander promises us, will be something 
very gorgeous indeed. A series of matinées of Much Ado about 
Nothing will begin in February next. 

Sir Henry Irving has almost definitely decided to re-open the 
Lyceum with Peter the Great in January next. 


Mr. John Hare is credited with the intention of reviving Ours 
during his season at the Globe, which will re-open under his 
management early in the New Year. 


Mr. Beerbohm Tree is consideringa new play by Dr. Conan 
Doyle, of which Sherlock Holmes, that most popular character of 


modern fiction, will be the hero. 
GOSSAMER. 


Mr. George Edwardes’ Company will give their 600th performance 
of The Geisha at Daly’s Theatre on Friday, December 17th. The 
play will be entirely re-dressed and new scenery provided. 

On Christmas Eve (Friday, December 24th), in lieu of a night’s 
performance, there will be a special matinée of The Geisha at 2-30. 
This is to be a sort of children’s féte. The management will present 


to members of the audience seasonable souvenirs in the form of 
little Geisha character dolls for the Christmas-tree. 


Madame Tussaud and Sons never permit any incident of 
National valour or progress worthy of being established in the 
material for which the firm are without a rival to lapse into 
obscurity. They have added to their famous collection a tableau 
representing the Gordon Highlanders storming the Heights of 
Dargai, a feat which will be chronicled amongst British military 
achievements and ranked amongst the gems of undying fame 


The Stamp King, Palmer, of 281, Strand, has issued the 
“ Philatelist’s Almanac and Stamp Collector's Vade-Mecum for 
1898,” price one penny. ‘“ Bric-d-Brac,” by the same author, is 
always interesting to postage stamp collectors. 

As a comforting eupeptic and consoler for the many worries that 
business men are subject to, Greer’s O. V. H. Whiskey is an excellent 
means to that end. The beverage is ten years old, very mellow, 
and satisfying. ‘ Dinna forget.’ 

Tom Smith and Company have brought out some splendid 
novelties in Christmas se i The firm has adopted Pliny’s 
apothegm—‘ There is ever a desire for change,” and accordingly 
the grace of the fashion of their crackers alters annually. We are 
shown “ marvels of the X rays,” “ motor cars filled with crackers, 
“Christmas toys,” ‘ artistic crackers for table decoration,” 
‘‘ fairy crackers,” ‘ Victorian Era,” and many other descriptions 
of casaques, all of an attractive, bright, and amusing character for 


everyone. 
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HAPPY NIGHTS AT THE 
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INFIRMARY, HAVIL STREET, CAMBERWELL. 











“ Veto,”’ that excellent air, 
Hasn’t the ghost of a chance, 
‘Death Duty Dance,’’ debonnair, 
Doesn’t make anyone dance. 
‘‘ Scuttle from Chitral ’’ won’t do, 
“ Kruger’s Last Waltz’ is as bad— 
Wish I'd learnt something more new, 
Something to fetch ’em, egad! 


Waits—so we are, so we are! 
Waiting for power and place. 
Under the Radical Star 
Waiting—and loving the race. 
I've had enough of it, friends, 
Further I really shan’t roam—- 
If this is how our wait ends, 
Wish I had waited at home. 


MORLEY :— 


‘‘Home Rule” to-day doesn’t take — 
Falls most uncommonly flat— 
spite of the changes we make; 


ery ast 


Waits. 


HARCOURT :— 


Don’t seem to be the least use, 
Whatever carol we play— 
Nothing we get but abuse 
‘Wait ’’-ing somehow doesn’t pay. 
Instruments all but effete ; 
Players too chilly to blow— 
Make our confusion complete. 
Everyone seems in the know! 


Seems to me, Harcourt, my boy, 
Something has somehow gone wrong— 
Waiting is hardly a joy 
When you've been waiting for long. 
Play soft or loud, as we choose, 
Make much or make little fuss; 
No one can ever accuse 
The Public of list’ning to us. 
Directly my music they hear, 
Directly my shadow they see, 
They seem to be stricken with fear— 
And they throw their cold water on 
me. 


Harcourt, my boy, here’s my hand, 

I’ll stick to you, lad; do not doubt! 
I’m proud to belong to your band, 

But I’d rather play “in” than play 


‘out’! 
I must go now—I trust you won’t 
scold— 
For a time—and how long, we shall 
see ; 


But ‘‘ wait’’-ing out here in the cold 
Well it plays up old Harry with me. 


ASQUITH :— 


Harcourt, you really must see 

Your little game will not do. 
Better have left it to me, 

I might have pulled matters through. 
Heavens, man, what is the good 

Of blowing those Newcastle airs— 
Succeed ? Why, we all of us could 

If I had conducted affairs 


‘‘ Home Rule” and ‘ Veto,’’ just rot ! 
‘* Disestablishment,” certain to fail ! 
Though Wales may upon it be hot, 
Who wants to be wagged by a tail ? 
New tunes? Well, by now they are old, 
And insipid, and silly, and flat— 
Whoever first bought ’em was sold— 
Not the least doubt about that. 


No, what we want, without doubt, 
Is a song that men all understand— 
That sings about Britishers stout 
Who rule both the sea and the land. 
‘Rule Britannia,” my boy, is the thing— 
And that it is easy to see, 
For that has the true British ring :-— 
Next Christmas you leave it to me. 





It Came Out. 
My hair was grey, and so I thought 


I’d dye it, and some black dye bought. 
The man who sold it raved about 
The stuff, and swore ’twould ne’er come 


out ; 


But he was wrong, for with my wife 
I had a row, and in the strife 


She pulled my hair, with savage yell, 
And out came hair and dye as well! 
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HARCOURT (LOY ). 








“NOBODY 


SEEMS 


WAITS!!! 


TO LISTEN TO US. 


WE'RE 


Plummer éce 





EVIDENTLY OUT OF IT." 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 190.) 
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A Christmas Story. 
[N.B.—This tale should not be read by persons of weak intellect.] 


Ir was. Christmas Eve. The snow fell heavily; the fire of Yule 
logs blazed cheerily, and the wind outside whistled the latest 
popular air. Count Orfal sat in his armchair, lost in a melan- 
choly reverie. He wasa lonely man; his wife was dead, and he 
had no family at home to care for him. He heaved a deep sigh, 
glanced at the bright holly on the chimney-piece, and shed the 
solitary tear which he always reserved for this anniversary. 

‘Ah me,” he soliloquised, “it is just 30 years ago this very day 
that my darling swam ert and his fate is still a mystery. 
People call me heartless, savage, and bloodthirsty, but they little 
know the depth of a father’s love or the burden of ceaseless misery 
which has embittered my whole existence and made me what I am.”’ 

At this moment a faithful retainer entered the apartment 
trembling in every limb. 

“Sir,” he said, quivering with terror, ‘‘I have a confession to 
make.”’ 

‘‘Ha!”’ said the count aside, ‘“‘ I knew it! 
fess that he made away with my son.” 

‘‘T humbly crave your pardon,” said the cringing servant, ‘‘ but I 
have broken the best punch-bowl.”’ 

Count Orfal rose from his chair, snatched a sword from the wall, 
and stabbed the poor wretch to the heart. 

“Fool!” he muttered, spurning the corpse with his foot; ‘had 
you made the disclosure I expected I would have forgiven you, but 
to flout me thus oi 

He was interrupted by the arrival of a neighbour who had come 
to wish him the compliments of the season. Hastily concealing 
the corpse in the coal-scuttle, he moved a chair so as to hide the 
dark blood stain on the polished floor. 

‘‘Count,”’ said the visitor, ‘‘there is something I have long 
wanted to tell you.” 

“Ha!” said the Count once more. ‘ He is the villain who 
robbed me of my child. I had a presentiment of the truth the 
moment he entered the room.”’ 

‘*] was going to say,’’ continued the other, “ that I have reason 
to believe that there is coal in considerable quantities on part of 
your estate which adjoins mine.”’ 

‘‘ What ?” exclaimed Orfal. ‘‘ You refuse to confess! 
not live to disappoint me again.” 

Thus speaking he brained the innocent man with a log of wood, 
and carelessly tossed the body behind the grand piano. 

An elderly woman brought in wassail and sandwiches. She had 
nursed the count, his grandfather, his father, and his children. 

‘* My lord,”’ she said, ‘‘ excuse the liberty I am about to take, but 
I have a surprise for you.”’ 

‘‘Ha!” said the Count a third time. ‘It is she! I knew it. 
I have long suspected her. At last the mystery is solved.”’ 

“The servants,’ continued the woman, ‘have prepared a 
Christmas tree in the great hall. We hoped it might cheer your 
spirits if you would deign——- ”’ 

Before the poor creature could utter another word she lay dead 
on the floor, strangled with her own apron-strings. 

‘Is it thus that you mock me,” hissed Orfal, “‘ when I would 
have rewarded the confession I looked for with untold gold ?”’ 

He resumed his solitary vigil for an hour. Then there was a 
stir in the hall and a servant ushered in a young man, who 
advanced with outstretched arms and smiling countenance. 

‘* Father,” he said, ‘‘do you not know me ?”’ 

‘Jasper!’ cried the Count. ‘My long-lost son! It 
be!’8 

‘It is! 
joined a company of strolling players. 
have returned to be the solace of your declining years. 
give and forget.”’ 

‘You dare to turn up like this,” thundered the count, turning 
ghastly pale, ‘“‘ when I have just sent three innocent people to their 
account for murdering you! Bezooks! but you had better join 
them.” 

With these words, he rushed at the young man. A deadly 
struggle ensued. When all was still, the silent moon, peeping in 
through the window, threw its silvery beams on the livid, upturned 
faces of five corpses—the count and his son had also fallen victims 
to parental affection and a too hasty temper. 


He has come to con- 





You shall 


cannot 


Driven from ‘home by your unkindness, I ran away and 
Having made my fortune, |] 
Let us for- 


Pauca Verba Addenda. 


A MAN went in for a number of Christmas ‘‘draws’’ and won 
twelve legs of pork. Now all the family are beginning to grunt, 
and the unfortunate, pork-bloated head of it already has a ring 
through his nose, and has commenced to build a sty for himself! 
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Gob(b)lin(g) Spirits. 


UrtaH Henry DoveETAIL was an undertaker grave, 

And it always was his modest boast he satisfaction gave ; 

For not one of his customers had ever yet complained 

That the work had been done clumsily ; and so Uriah gained 

A reputation far and near, and what was more precise, 

He won of Fortune’s favours quite a welcome little slice. 

But be his merits what they were he had one tiny sin, 

He had a gentle passion for that fiery liquor—gin. 

He took it for his breakfast and he took it for his tea 

(Although, to give him credit, they were only drops called ‘‘ wee”’). 
But still at times he seemed to grow a little bit unsteady, 

And many a night he used to snooze before he was quite ready. 
Now one night he was snoozing (he had finished up his tea, 
And the little drop of spirit which he designated ‘‘ wee’’), 
When he heard a gentle tapping—not upon his chamber door— 
But in the gloomy workshop, which he’d locked an hour before. 
Uriah H. was startled—he was living quite alone— 

And his face assumed a sickly yellow kind of Whistler tone, 

So he gulphed a drop of spirit, and, taking up a lamp, 
Proceeded to the workshop with his forehead icy damp. 

He opened very wide the door, and entered with a rush, 

But the rapping still continued, and he heard a voice cry ‘“‘ Hush 
So, turning to the trestles upon which a coffin lay, 

He saw a strange old goblin, who nodded him good-day, 

And went on with the coffin, which was all so nice and clean ; 
Still, Dovetail could not fathom what this awful sight could mean. 
Then the goblin finished tapping and beckoned to his side 

The craven undertaker with his eyes stark staring wide. 

‘Read that !’’ he cried, with fiendish glee, and pointed to the plate 
On which was writ in figures large that very day and date, 

And underneath in straggling strokes and letters bent and lame 
Three words which in conjunction formed the undertaker’s name. 
Uriah read it several times; the goblin read it, too, 

And suddenly from three-foot-six to six-foot-three he grew. 

He seized the undertaker by the collar of his coat, 

And pressed his iron hand upon the undertaker's throat, 

Then lifting him as easily as if he were a ‘‘ kid,” 

He dropped him in the coffin and nailed down the lid. 

Uriah kicked and shouted, he shouted and he kicked, 

But the goblin sat upon the lid and his lips he slowly licked, 

For he’d found the goodly gin flask, and was tasting it full well, 
And when he’d emptied it, he carried Dovetail down to-—— well, 
A place we do not mention when we're speaking before ladies, 

But which we give a longer name but quite as useful— Hades. 


'? 


Now, from this little fable a moral I must draw, 

Don’t meddle with the spirits—more particularly raw, 

Or, like Uriah Dovetail, who so loved his cheering cup, 

You're certain when you pour them down, to bring another up. 








Dragon and Snapdragon. 


I KNow of a Dragon—a Dragon more foul 
Than the Dragon of merrie St. George: 
It can croak like a raven, and hoot like an owl, 
It can nine sorts of venom disgorge. 
It has porcupine-quills, it has tusks like a boar, 
It can sting like an adder—this weird Dragon! 
Its tiniest hiss is a leonine roar 
Oh, indeed, it’s a much-to-be-feared Dragon ! 


We have all been attacked by this monster so fierce 
Since we last fed on Christmassy tarts, 
For its aim is to savagely ravage and pierce, 
site, and blister, and harrow, men’s hearts. 
We have tried to do battle (as Christian did 
With Apollyon of yore) with this curst Dragon ; 
Yet, time after time, we have failed to get rid 
Of the fangs of this vilest and worst Dragon ! 


You have filled us, dread Dragon, with grief and dismay, 
For your name, deadly Dragon, is CARE! 
But, this gay Christmas Day, we will keep you away 
As we sit o’er our bountiful fare! 
Your venom outpoured to no purpose will be, 
And in vain your foul wings you will flap, Dragon ! 
For our fingers at ye (as we laugh in our glee 
O’er the game of SNAPDRAGON) we'll SNAP, DRAGON ! 





AND StTock’s parcel of Christmas cards and 


xr at . Hata 
ind very attractive. 
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1. “‘Goinc Nap” (and shall we say with most un-’appy 
results ?). 


Popular Poems Re-Sung. 


CHRISTMAS NIGHT AT THE WORKHOUSE. 


’'Twas Christmas night at the Workhouse, and the Christmas meal 
was o’er, 

A stream of aged paupers came slowly through the door, 

Had they forgotten nights like this spent in the days of yore ? 

And as I stood to watch them pass, I saw a man draw nigh 

With silver hair and stately step and a bold and flashing eye ; 

I felt that such a man as he must have a history. 

So, as he passed, I laid my hand upon his strong right arm, 

And deftly pressed a coin into his unresisting palm. 

‘“‘ Accept it as a gift,’ I said, ‘‘not an insulting alm 

‘¢ And tell me of your history, and what you used to be, 

Of how your business failed, or how you lost your property, 

Or did some scoundrel plan your fall? Alas! such things can be. 

‘‘ Were you in Balaclava’s Charge, or Inkerman’s wild scene, 

Or was it on the Alma’s heights you fought for home and Queen ? 

O shame upon our country to forget such things have been!” 

He looked at me a moment—then he heaved a bitter sigh, 

As though my words had touched long chords of silent memory, 

Then to my anxious queries made the following reply: 

‘“‘T was not in Balaclava’s Charge, nor Hinkerman’s wild scene, 

Nor did I fight on Halma’s ‘eights for heither ‘ome or Queen, 

In fact, I do not even know the places that you mean. 

















































CHRISTMAS CARDS. 


























(hu)— 


2. “ALL Fours.”’—Cautious Party: **Sho mush shafer 


an trustin’ to your feet alone this shlippery weather!” 


‘* My money was hinvested in a ‘umble sort of way, 

‘Twas selling shrimps and winkles, an’ I’ve seen the ‘appy day 

When the shrimps and winkle business was a proper one to pay. 

‘But 1 ain't come ‘ere through laziness, I ain’t come ‘ere through 
drink, 

‘Twas a sudden lull in the winkle trade as mide me lose my chink, 

For folk’s too heddicated now to care for ‘ Wink—Wink—- Wink.’ 


My stock and barrer wos the best-—hexcuse my simple pride, 
But that barrer was the apple of my eye—an’ I supplied 
\ pin to every patron for each purchase that he mide. 
in’ I never sold em hoysters 
An’ I never kept a shrimp I couldn’t mark as ‘ Fresh to-day,’ 
An’ I hoften gave folk credit when they ‘adn’t cash to pay. 
‘But business got so bad at last, I ’ad to sell my cart, 
Perhaps you won’t believe me, but it nearly broke my ‘art ; 
I never knew ‘ow fond of it I wos till we'd to part. 
‘‘So that’s my little history, that’s wot I used to be, 
That's ’ow my business failed and ‘ow I lost my property, 
An’ I takes it very kind of you to speak to such as_me. 
“ An’ if I ever starts again in business, as I may, 
I'll do my level best your little kindness to repay, 
I'l] give yer ‘arf a pint of shrimps for nuffin’ hevery day ! ’’ 
‘Twas Christmas night at the workhouse--the Christmas meal was 


in the merry month of May, 


o"é r, 
I bade my aged friend good-night and saw him through the door, 
And now I don’t believe in handsome paupers any more, 


L 
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“Fun” in Earnest. 


WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS 
_IN GENERAL. 


THE verdict of the House of Lords on 
the great Trade Union case that has 
been fought so stubbornly through the 
Courts is a very serious matter for em- 
ployers. Briefly put, the point at issue 
was whether the threat of a Trade 
Unionist delegate to call upon the em- 
ployés of a firm to strike if that firm 
refused to dismiss a certain hand, is 
intimidation in the legal sense of the 
term. The jury in the first instance 
held that it was an illegal threat. The 
Court of Appeal upheld their decision, 
but now the House of Lords has re- 
versed it. What steps the masters will 
take now to safeguard themselves against 
the consequences will require very serious 
consideration indeed. 


# xe 


The Great Powers, including our- 
selves, are a bright lot of braggarts when 
a small country is the object of one of 
the Leviathan’s wrath or greed. Mind, 
I am no crank, as I think that you know 
by this time, it may all be necessary 
and unavoidable, and very likely the 
naughty little States are generally in the 
wrong. But, granting all that, the 
difference of demeanour of the big pots 
when they have a grievance against 
one their own size—the polite remon- 
strances,, the swaviter in modo, the 
courteous argument—and when they 
have, or pretend they have, a cause of 
complaint against some community they 
are not afraid of, is startling, tremend- 
ous, significant, and, perhaps, a little 
saddening. 
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* * * 


Christmas is close upon us. What 
has the world done in the year now 
drawing to its close that will make it 
worthy of remembrance? It is difficult 
to say on the spur of the moment, with 
the exception of the Jubilee, of course. 
As far as this country is concerned, it 
has been both an inspiriting and a dis- 
piriting year. The Empire has certainly 
been drawn more closely together, and 
we are entitled to hope that 1897 has 
sown the seed of a great Imperial 
future. On the other hand, we have 
seen ourselves steadily ousted from our 
position as the greatest traders on earth. 
But there is a bright side even to this, 
for in 1897 we seem thoroughly to have 














danger is half—but only half—over. 





awakened to a sense of our danger, and that is much. I am 


inclined to place this as the first thing to be thankful for in Assassin’s stab! in a moment slain! 
this year of grace. For some years now we have been going down Poor Terriss will ne’er charm again 
hill, but we did not take much notice; now that we are awake the Quick was his passage to that blissful shore, 
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Maiden wady.—‘* I want a shilling’s worth of mistletoe, please. I’ll take it with me.” 

Greengrocer.—‘*’Adn’t I better send it, mum? There’s a lot o’ young men about, an’ 
you never knows what might happen, mum.” ; 

Maiden Lady (in alarm).—* If you think they might—er—try to—er—so far forget 
themselves as to—er—yes, perhaps you had better send it!”’ 














Mr. WILLIAM TeRRISs, the popular actor, was murdered at 
the Adelphi stage door, December 16th, 1897. 





Where taunts annoy, and dangers threat, no more. 




















‘Delicious and Nutritious. 


BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER 


Enhances the acceptability of every 
Sweet Dish or Fruit. 


10 EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 



























Cadbur Y Oo N eedham’s 


eocoa Polishing 
“Refreshing and Invigorating to the Paste. 


body: delicious te th The most re cr 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the oy Sfissuy roma reliable preparation for Clean 
Platinoid, &c. Sold everywhere. 


palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” Sole Manufacturers: 
—Famity Docror. JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD. 


NO ALKALIES USED. London Office St. George's House, Eastcheap, E.C. 
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